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ACCIDENTAL 
By Gunslinger 


“Look,” Jennifer said reasonably — which of course befit her, being the 
lead debater on campus, “why don't we just turn around? We know where 
we've been, so we definitely know how to get back there.” 

“Don't be too sure,” Tasha said, darkly, peering narrowly through 
long, lowered lashes, her voice low and foreboding. 

“Drama queen,” Stephie accused in a sing-song chant. 

“Why, thank you!” Natasha said, with an overabundance of gratitude. 
Impudently, the shapely drama major tossed a lock of her long, silky-black 
hair back from her face and battered her long, thick lashes coquettishly. 
Dropping the routine, the leggy, raven-haired, would-be actress turned those 
dark, limpid eyes on Jennifer. 

“It took us nearly three hours to get ourselves this lost,” Tasha said, 
gesturing past the two blondes in the front to the ocean of darkness they 
were busily chasing their own headlights through. “Don't you think the 
chances of us coming across a major road or something are better if we keep 
going forward? | mean, we know how long it'll take us to get back to the turn 
off.” 

“The devil you know, versus the devil you don't,” Jen said, 
thoughtfully. Dressed, as usual, in a fairly sober outfit consisting of a dark 
blue school blazer over a white silk blouse and a pair of dark grey fitted 
slacks, the expression looked right at home on her face, especially with her 
fine-rimmed glasses magnifying the dark, thoughtful brown eyes behind 
them. 

Stephanie, however, was another story completely. Twisting around 
in the front passenger's seat, the slender, supple platinum blonde was 
wearing herusual expression as well - a bright, easy smile. 

It was a smile that had caught many a man off guard, but her two 
friends in the back seat were instantly wary, knowing better than to accept 
Stephie at “face value.” After all, though the tall, supple, curvaceous blonde 
with the big blue eyes and heart-shaped face might like to “dress the part,” 
right down to the short, pleated plaid skirt and the white, soft pink-and- 
white sorority sweater, the brain in the “bimbo” body was the one that had 
won the yearly Daystrom prize for science three years running. 
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“We're not lost,” she said brightly, huge blue eyes sparkling with that 
“brainless” look she'd snared so many with. “We know exactly where we are. 
It's where we want to gothat's lost.” 

“Oh, thank you,” Jen said wryly, leaning back in her seat. Crossing her 
slender arms over her chest, the neat, almost fussy brunette let one carefully 
plucked and arched eyebrow curve upward into a sarcastic look that she 
secretly practiced in a mirror, one of the weapons in her debater's arsenal. 
“That's extraordinarily helpful.” 

“Sure it is,” Tasha said, smoothing her black, crushed-velvet dress 
down over her dance-toned legs as she shot Stephie a sly wink. “All we have 
to do is decide that ‘here’ is right where we want to be — and then we're not 
lost anymore!” 

“That's right!” Stephanie said, giggling, that vapid expression on her 
face being even more mindless and cheerful than the one on Tasha’s. It was 
more out of long experience and a visage naturally more suited for it than 
the raven-haired beauty’s high-cheeked, classically beautiful one, than out of 
lack of talent on the actress’ part. “See? Problem solved!” 

“| hate to tell you this,” Karen said, softly, “but we’re still lost.” 

In a second of dead silence, three pairs of eyes — one sober brown, one 
mischievously black, and the third vapid blue — turned their attention to the 
woman in the driver's seat. 

“She spoke,” Tasha said, in hushed tones of awe. “She actually spoke.” 

Immediately, Karen began to blush — which was clearly obvious 
even in the dim light of the car, because of the incredibly smooth, clear, 
milky-white complexion that the ash-blonde was blessed with, and 
which any of the other three lovely young ladies would have given an 
eye-tooth to have. 

In fact, any of the three women would have given just about anything 
to be Karen. 

Oh, not that they were truly disappointed with who they were, since 
they were all considerably better than “average-looking.” Jen, a compact 
young woman with a shock of curly chestnut hair and regular features 
carefully groomed, Tasha with her “Sophia Loren”-like, well-defined face and 
her pneumatic-hipped, long-legged build, and even Stephie, who alternately 
loved and hated her slender, athletically supple body with its tiny waist and 
overflowing handfuls of firm, domed triple-D breasts. 

In each woman’s case, however, it took work to look as lovely as they 
did - while Karen’s beauty just was. She never fussed with the incredibly silky 


ash-blonde hair that fell in long straight curtains past a delicate, perfectly- 
formed face that neither wore, nor needed, any more make-up than a faint 
pastel shade on her lips. Neither as tall as Stephie's five-eleven, nor as short 
as Jen's five-two, Karen was closer to Tasha’s “average” height - but when 
she danced or “walked proud,” she could seem a long-limbed goddess who 
overshadowed Stephie, and when she was cuddling with somebody, she 
could seem smaller and daintier than Jen. 

Even dressed in a simple, tawny-colored dress and sandals, as she was 
now, a simple look would be all it would take to steal any man away from 
any of the three women. 

By all rights, the other three should have hated Karen for being so 
much more beautiful and desirable, and with no effort. Except... nobody 
hated Karen. 

Quiet and soft spoken, Karen wasn't shy, but preferred actions to 
words. Warm, helpful, and unfailingly good-natured, Karen was simply too 
sweet for anybody to hate... even when she managed to get thoroughly lost 
on some god-forsaken Kentucky back-road. 

“Well,” Stephie said, swiveling back around to face forward in her 
seat, “at least we aren't... oh my God, LOOK OUT!” 

Traveling down an unfamiliar and deserted back road late at night, 
Karen was already doing quite a bit less than the legal limit - and, wisely, at 
Stephie’s shout, she didn't stand on the brakes, but eased down on them. 
Consequently, they hit the metal fifty-five gallon drum at thirty-one miles 
per hour. The second, at a touch over twenty-six miles per hour, and the 
third, at eighteen. The fourth, at under five miles per hour, they simply nudge 
nearly a foot across the roadway. 

In the near-silence that descended as the engine spluttered and died, 
the only sound that came was either suddenly inhaled or exhaled breath, 
followed by a short burst of pattering and rustling as each girl ran their 
hands over their bodies, ensuring that everything still seemed intact and in 
full working order. 

“Jesus, Karen,” Natasha said, shakily, “whatever it was, it wasn't too 
bad of an impact — but | nearly died of a heart attack.” 

“It wasn’t her fault,” Stephie quickly pointed out, gesturing at the 
windshield. Though practically right in front of the car, the last “oil drum” 
was nearly invisible, its matte-grey paint blending nearly perfectly with the 
worn pavement on which it stood. In fact, it had only been the sharper, 
darker shadows that the fifty-five gallon drums threw that Stephie had seen 
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when she'd shouted her warning, not the drums themselves. Shaking her 
head, the platinum-blonde started to shift in her seat, making sure that Jen 
was fine — then paused, and winced. 

“Oh...” she said, undoing her seat-belt and rubbing her chest, “yet 
another unexpected curse from being buxom.” 

It started low in the throat, then slowly began to burble and tickle 
and dance its way up, until Jen just couldn't hold it in any more, and began 
to giggle. 

The other three girls twisted to look at her, wondering]y. 

Waving a hand in the air as she fought - and lost - a battle for 
control, Jen managed to indicate Stephie’s general direction. 

“..and | thought...” she managed to gasp out, between giggles, 
“Karen said... this car... wasn't... equipped... with air bags...!” 

Jen’s laughter, and the laughter of the other three girls when they 
joined in, was all out of proportion to the humor itself — but a necessary 
release valve for the pent-up energy and emotion from the accident. When, 
finally, the near-hysterical laughter petered out, all four women were feeling 
a little closer to their normal emotional state. 

“So...” Tasha said, as Jen wiped her eyes and fumbled for glasses that 
had slipped off during the deceleration. “Are we turning into freakish 
mutants, or developing some sort of super-powers...?” 

Straightening, Jen flipped a lock of hair out of her face and slipped 
her glasses on. “Huh?” 

“| think Tash means we should see what was in those drums,” Stephie 
said, rubbing her sore chest. “Maybe you didn’t notice, but there was some 
sort of... mist, or vapor, or something, after we hit the first drum. It must have 
burst open, and some of whatever was in it came through the vents.” 

“Oh, yeah...” Jennifer said, recalling now the brief, hazy mist that had 
filled the car’s interior for a few seconds at the opening of the accident. 
“Good idea.” 

The four young women slipped out of the car and gathered at its 
front end. Though one of the headlights was knocked askew, both were 
shining well enough for them to survey the damage to the front of the car, as 
well as one of the dozen or so drums scattered on the road. 

Almost inevitably, the debater, the actress, and the gentle, willowy 
computer programmer turned their eyes to the resident “science geek.” 





Kneeling carefully at the front of the car, Stephanie surveyed the 
cryptic markings on the dented and scratched side of the metal container. 
After a long moment, she slowly rose, shaking her head. 

“The scientific whiz-kid is stumped?” Tasha said, surprised.Annoyed, 
Stephie waved her hand. “It’s some sort of non-standard labeling system. 
Doesn't list the chemical name or composition.” 

“Maybe | should take a look,” Karen said, softly, cocking her head and 
looking at Stephanie for approval. 

Since Stephie knew Karen the longest, since they went to high school 
together, she didn't roll her eyes, like the others did. Though certainly not an 
expert in any other field than computers, Karen was one of those people who 
seemed to sop up random facts from the electronic ether while on the 
Internet, and there was simply no way of knowing what might be lodged into 
that brain of hers. 

“Go right ahead,” Stephanie agreed — and it was a sign of the type of 
person Karen was that she waited for that permission. Even as she knelt to 
read the side of the drum, Stephanie knew darn well that Karen would have 
rather suffered uncertainty than risk embarrassing her unnecessarily. 

“| don't know what it all means,” Karen finally said slowly, “but these 
are definitely U.S. Navy storage containers. About the only other thing | can 
make out is the shipping date - 1946.” 

“Great,” Jen said, frowning. “What is this stuff doing way out here?” 

There was no easy answer for that, overall — but there was a straight- 
forward answer as to how they happened to be on the road at that particular 
moment, and it was Tasha who pointed it out. 

“Must have come from there,” she said, gesturing at a weathered 
outbuilding on the side of the high embankment siding the road — or what 
was left of the embankment. The slope had eroded out from under the 
corner of the building, allowing the barrels in that section to break through 
the rotted flooring and fall onto the road. “It looks like that building hasn't 
been kept up since the late sixties, if then. Whatever this stuff is, the Navy 
forgot about it along time ago.” 

“Well, we'll just have to wait and see if anything happens,” Stacie said 
with a fatalistic shrug. “More importantly, what do we do now? From the 
looks of things, I’m guessing that the car isn’t going anywhere, and we're not 
exactly suitably shod for along walk in the country.” 

It was true. Aside from Karen, who was wearing sandals, each of the 
other girls was wearing heels of some type, ranging from Tasha’s fairly short, 


thick heels, up through the four-and-a-half inch heels on Jen's black leather 
boots, and right up to the eight-inch heels on the white-and-pink platforms 
Stephie herself wore — hence her being the one to point out the 
disadvantages to walking. 

“| say we stay in the car, at least for now,” she said, throwing in an 
exaggerated shiver at the cool night air. “If nobody comes by in, say... half an 
hour...? Then we'll try hoofing it.” 

After a moment, the other three women agreed — or, in Karen's case, 
failed to disagree, which was the same thing. They climbed back into the car, 
swapping positions front-to-back for comfort. 

“Man,” Stephie said, shaking her head, as she rubbed her chest 
through the soft knit of her sweater. “That seat-belt did a real number on my, 
uh, “airbags.” 

“| know what you mean,” Jen agreed, looking down at her own, more 
modest B-cups. “| may have less to damage, but... well, | was going to say I’m 
pretty bruised, but that’s not right. It feels more like when you get a fat lip...” 

“That's it!” Tash said, snapping. “Me, too, and | was trying to find the 
best way to describe it, and that’s perfect — like a fat lip. Swollen and 
sensitive.” 

“Mmm-hmmm,” Karen agreed, nodding. 

Jen’s eyebrow lifted. “Okay, so now we know the physical effect on 
women of a too-rapid stop. One more piece of information l'd never wanted 
to learn...” 

“Yeah — since, like bruises, it seems to be getting worse over time,” 
Tasha said, annoyed. “| mean, it doesn't exactly hurt- but it’s really damned 
annoying to suddenly and constantly be aware of your own boobs, you 
know?” 

“Welcome to my world,” Stephie said, archly, still lightly massaging 
her breasts through the sweater. “I swear, guys couldn't tell you what color 
my eyes are. You're talking to a guy — and he’s talking to your tits.” 

“| don't have that problem, fortunately or unfortunately,” Natasha 
said, with a sigh. “With me, guys are actually anxious for me to leave — so 
they can watch my legs and ass when | walk away. Oh, well — at least a cute 
ass is definitely an advantage in Hollywood.” 

“| don't even get that,” Jen pointed out. “I’ve got ‘a great personality’ — 
but guys don’t exactly ogle that, you know. | mean, | try hard, and I’m better 
than your average gal... but Guys seldom make passes at girls who wear 
glasses...” 





“That's why | switched to contacts,” Tasha said, tapping her nose 
significantly. 

“Really?” Jen said, surprised. “I didn't know that.” 

“Yeah, Karen too — but, damn here, she even looked good in glasses...” 
Stephie put in. 

Karen's face colored again, faintly — but she didn't really seem to be 
paying all that much attention to the conversation. 

“What is it, Karen?” Jen asked, swiveling around in her position in the 
now-redundant driver’s seat. 

“My... bra feels tight...” Karen said, slowly, staring down at the tawny 
fabric hugging the curves of her C-cup breasts. 

“That’s just the ‘sensitivity’ thing,” Stephie said, shrugging. “I’m really, 
really aware of how my bra’s holding my breasts, too.” 

Tasha and Jennifer chimed in with their own agreements. 

“|... don’t think so...” Karen said, slowly. “I’m wearing a long-line... and 
it’s, well... pulling away from my sternum.” 

The other three women blinked, surprised. They were all wearing 
“normal” brassieres, with only the thin band, which often didn't ride right on 
the ribcage — but the longer, wider “band” of Karen’s style of bra was 
different altogether. 

“What... are you saying,” Tasha asked, slowly, having a pretty damned 
good idea what Karen was suggesting, but wanting to hear it put into words. 

She did. 

“|... think my breasts are growing,” Karen said, looking at each of the 
women in turn, then back down to her chest. 

“No way...” Jen breathed. 

In her direct way, Karen didn’t bother to answer, instead choosing to 
start unlacing the simple strings that ran up either side of the dress. 

If any of the women had paused to reflect on the situation, they 
might have laughed - three women watching with intent gazes as the 
willowy, beautiful blonde slowly and gracefully began to undress, like some 
incredibly low-budget lesbian strip tease performed in the dim green glow of 
the dashboard lights. 

None of the women found it the least bit amusing at the moment, 
however, watching breathlessly as the supple blonde slowly unlaced her 
dress and slid down from her slender, perfect shoulders. 

The fabric slid over the creamy smooth swell of her upper breasts, 
gradually revealing the off-white lace of her long-line bra... 





..which was undeniably pulled tight over the milky-smooth swell of 
her breasts, pulled taut over the mounds that were bulging over the lacey 
edge of the fabric, but the band pulled an easy quarter of an inch away from 
the ribcage below her breasts... 

..and getting steadily further away in what was quickly becoming an 
increasing rate. 

Not that any of the three women watching got that information from 
the view - since the “academic” nature of the growth gave way to something 
much closer to panic as the tightening, tugging sensations within their own 
clothes informed them that it was, in fact, happening. 

“Oh... oh no...” Stephie cried, hands flying to her chest and squeezing. 
“No, I’m more than big enough already, thank you very much, so you can 
just... fucking... stop!” 

With her bra digging ever tighter — and more painfully — into her 
breasts, Tasha wasn’t wasting any time on words, frantically working to 
unstrap the straps of her dress and get at the offending garment, unable to 
take the time to consider the long-term implications of her swelling breasts. 


Jen, however, as she neatly peeled her shirt and blazer off and sent 
her slender fingers behind her back to get the clasp of her bra, was thinking 
that perhaps an extra cup-size or two might not be such a terrible thing to 
have to live with. 

“Oh, my...” in a resigned tone of voice, was Karen’s only vocal 
comment on the situation. Having removed her bra, she was watching as her 
firm, conical breasts swelled outward at a gradually increasing rate. 

As were the other ladies” breasts. Though it took about five minutes 
for them to grow that one additional outward inch that it took for Karen to 
notice the discrepancy, it was only two minutes later that each woman 
possessed a bust now two inches larger than they'd been before the 
accident. 

“Whoa, hold on now,” Tasha said, shakily, hands protectively cupping 
the now-double-'D' breasts that were overflowing her long-nailed fingers. 
Though larger, the breasts still retained the “inverted tea-cup” doming of her 
smaller mounds, gravity not having nearly enough time to impart droop 
onto the firm breasts whose large, dark nipples were leading the way 
outward, the enlarged nipples fully engorged in the cool air. 

“Yeah, you can stop,” Jen agreed, mentally adding “now” to the 
sentence as she tried to hide the glee with which she slid her fingers over the 
taut flesh of her now-solid ‘D’-cups. Though not wanting to let any of the 
other women know how she truly felt about having gained a couple of 
additional cup-sizes since she'd usually made snide comments about the 
other girl's bust sizes, she was actually gleeful about her endowments. 

Steph, however, was considerably less sanguine. 

“No, goddamn you - stop it!” she cried at her tits, nearly hysterical as 
she tried futilely to jam the burgeoning masses back into her chest. With the 
rucked-up sweater and her frantic hand motions, it would have been hard 
for any of the other girls to notice that her previously swaying breasts were 
now firmly spherical, the long, pink nipples that graced the tops of the 
cantaloupe-sized globes of silky breast-flesh in keeping with the proportion 
of her new growth. “I don't want to be any bigger, damn you!” 

Karen, as usual, was the quietest of the quartet, and the least 
emotional. Sitting back in the corner of the back seat, hands hanging limply 
on the seat, palms up, she merely watched her bust-line slowly bulging 
outward from her slender ribcage with a resigned look, waiting to see what 
happened. 

And still they grew. 


“Okay, you can stop now - | really mean it,” Jen said, tremulously, not 
caring what the others though of her choice of words as her swelling and 
now domed endowments passed the double-'D' mark, and continued 
blithely onward. 

“Shit, yeah,” Tasha grunted in agreement, staring down at the 
deeper, darker canyon of cleavage that now divided her grape-fruit sized 
breasts. “Jeez, how big are we gonna get?” 

“| don’t know,” Stephanie said, angrily, yanking her sweater back 
down over her now triple-‘G’ breasts, making them form spherical padding 
under the yarn, “and I’m not just going to sit here and wait to find out. I’m 
going to find some help.” 

Kicking open the door, the platinum blonde stepped out into the 
night. 

Frantically hurrying to rearrange clothing over busts no longer ideally 
suited for the sizes, the other three women popped out of the car as the 
supple blonde began walking away. 

“Wait a second!” Natasha called after her. “You can’t just walk away!” 

“Where are you going?” Jen asked, still struggling to button the 
blouse over breasts that didn’t want to be confined in the too-small cloth 
prison. 

Karen didn’t shout out. Loosely tying the side-lacing just enough to 
keep the dress on, she hurried after her friend, willing to walk with her into 
hell and back, without so much as a whimper of complaint or question. 

With a sigh, the actress and the debater shared a look, then hurried 
after their friends, all-too-aware of the extra heft and bounce of their 
burgeoning breasts as they ran to catch up. 

In that moment, with the, if not new, then certainly intensified 
sensations that came from running, the true realization of their 
predicament set in. 

Less than twenty minutes had passed since the crash, and until this 
point all four women had been in a certain amount of shock, from first the 
accident and then the strange and unexpected growth of their breasts. Now, 
as cold reality hurried to catch up with their whirling minds, the truth began 
to come clear as they understood all the attributes and tribulations that 
would become theirs with the enlargement of their busts. 

“Shit, these babies sure do jiggle a lot,” Tasha grunted, her tits 
swaying within the crushed velvet of her dress in time with her stride. 
Awkwardly, she tried to find something that would counter-balance the 





jiggle-sway of the mounds that were steadily pushing up into the neckline of 
her dress. 

When she found a more comfortable gait, she frowned - for it meant 
increasing both the swivel and the sway of her womanly hips, producing a 
motion that any street hooker would quickly have defined as “working it.” 

“No.. shit...” Jen grunted, her slimmer hips and different center of 
balance denying her the same “out.” Watching the taller woman's 
spectacular ass sway and rotate enticingly, she was finally forced to plead: 
“Please, slow down...” 

Her face set in lines of annoyance, trying very hard to ignore the 
melon-like mounds straining under the soft imprisonment of her sweater, 
Stacie glanced over... 

..and then immediately slowed, her jaw slowly gaping open as she 
took in a fact that none of the women had really any chance to notice until 
now. Catching the glance, Natasha also looked over... 

“Oh... my... God...” Tasha gasped, one hand flying to her full, dark- 
glossed lips. 

The rate at which each woman’s breasts were growing was slightly 
different — but, with the nearly logarithmic effect of mass-versus-surface 
area, it was a difference rapidly becoming noticeable. 

While Stephanie had been stalking along, disgusted and horrified by 
her “freakishly huge” and still growing new breasts, she, and all the others, 
had failed to notice that the total mass of Jen’s breasts now rivaled that of 
Stephanie’s — on a much smaller frame. 

Gasping, her legs working rapidly in an attempt to keep up, it was 
only the confining effect of her tight shirt that kept her watermelon-sized 
breasts from bouncing and shaking wildly. In the area between each of the 
buttons on the blouse, the fabric bowed tightly outward, exposing a fingers- 
worth of dark cleavage in each opening. Taking up almost her entire ribcage 
from side to side, the swelling mounds were demanding more and more 
fabric to cover themselves, and even while the buttons strained mightily over 
the still-swelling breasts, the front hem of the shirt was untucked to allow 
even that to be possible. 

“God... these... things... suck...” Jen panted. She looked almost 
enviously at the chest-melons straining Steph's sweater as her own 
endowments edged slightly past them in total mass, but aced them by a 
good two cup-sizes - say, about a triple-'l’. “Once again, I’m wishing | had 
your rack, Steph... or better yet, miss flat-chested here...” 


She gestured at the burgeoning mounds straining to “go over the 
top” and spill out the neckline of a less elegant-looking dress straining over 
Natasha womanly frame. 

At the comment, both Stephanie and Tash glanced over at the silent 
ash-blonde, wonder what had prompted the comment - and immediately 
found out. 

Silently, uncomplainingly, but with her usual half-smile gone from 
her lips, Karen was striding resolutely along, trying to cup her breasts in her 
hands to loosen the unfettered bounce and ripple of her volley-ball sized 
breasts. 

“Oh... shit...” Stephanie said, her face going pale as her lightning mind 
quickly worked out the mathematics. 

Every two minutes, her breasts were gaining enough mass to add an 
extra cup size to her bust — but she was the tallest of the group, with the 
deepest ribcage. Each of the other women were also gaining the exact same 
amount of mass... 

She'd been the biggest to begin with, and so had a “head start” that 
hadn't made the true situation obvious. Now, however, it was obvious, 
painfully so. With her height and rib-cage diameter, she was gaining a cup 
every minute, and it was nearly so with Tash, who, while shorter, had a 
deeper ribcage in proportion. 

Jennifer was even smaller, but “compact,” with a relatively deep 
ribcage for her over-all height, looking more terminally cute than “delicate” 
for her size. Karen was somewhere between Natasha and Jen in height, and 
had the slimmest overall body — and so that extra mass, all “out front,” was 
the most immediately notable, since it was making up, in proportion, a much 
greater percentage of body mass for her than any of the other girls — and it 
was still increasing. 

“Oh, too... much...” Jen grunted, her hands flying to her blouse. 
Quickly, she tore open the straining buttons, revealing her melon-like breasts 
to the cool night air. Each tipped with a long and thick nipple atop a dome 
areola the same shade ofimpossible pink, her breasts rode roundly and 
firmly from her chest, not quite as spherically firm as fully- or over-stuffed 
saline implants would make them, but quite nearly. Shivering and shaking 
with every breath the short, compactly built woman took, the milky globes of 
firmly soft flesh shivered and quaked with a sort of “subsidiary motion” that 
no implants on the market could ever mimic. 





“To think...” Jen said, blushing as she quickly tied the blouse into a 
knot to form a make-shift halter top to cradle her swelling bosom, “there are 
actually women out there who'd pay good money for... monstrosities like 
these.” 

“I’m gonna be a freak,” Tasha declared sadly, staring down at the 
compacted breasts that were just barely more “in” her dress than “out”. Her 
swollen nipples were just barely keeping the rest of her breasts from surging 
over the top of her dress and joining the upper mass of her breasts, which 
was already pushed up-and-out in a sort of Darwinian “push up” situation. 

Well aware of the huge, firm globes now beginning to put real 
pressure on the fairly forgiving fabric of her sweater, Stephanie glanced 
around anxiously. “Lights!” she said, pointing. “Thank god, a farm house! We 
can call for help.” 

Together, the four women began heading down the road, eagerly 
peering for the beginning of the driveway that would lead them past the 
wire-fenced field and to the hope of help at the distant white lapboard 
home... even as their breasts continued to inexorably expand. 





“God...” Stephanie grimaced, as her now basketball-sized breasts 
finally reached the limit of give in the yarn, and began pushing against the 
now fully-tightened fabric with a vengeance. “To hell with it...” Reaching 
down, she grabbed the edge of her sweater and started to haul it off... only to 
stop dead, with a curse, when the tighter fabric of the sweater's hem refused 
to make room for her enlarged tits. 

She tried again, this time in near desperation - but the tighter hem 
would not - could not - clear her expanded breasts. “Oh shit...” the uber- 
buxom blonde said, numbly. 

“Oh, shit!” Natasha agreed, with more force, as she struggled to get 
out of her own dress - but, unlike before, the tension on the dress was so 
great that the crossed straps of her dress had tightened across the release 
clasp, putting more pressure on itthan she could possibly exert. 

“Well, I'm glad | thought ahead,” Jen said with a wan smirk, looking at 
the massive, firm globes that strained her-make-shift top. She reached down 
to tug on the knot that would set her huge, round new breasts free... 

..then tugged again, harder... 

„and then began cursing at her breasts as she struggled with the top 
that was getting painfully taut over her tits. The knot, tied snuggly at the size 
her breasts had been a few minutes before, had pulled tighter as her breast 
had strained against the fabric, and now nothing less than the Gordian 
solution would apply. 

Even Karen was in the same fix. Though her dress laced up the sides, 
and could be loosened enough that there was no pressure on the fabric itself, 
the point at which the dress was “fully loosened” didn’t actually come 
undone, so as to guard against having to relace the garment every time. Now 
those small inserts of leather edging under each armpit had no chance of 
allowing the neckline of her dress to be pulled down past the massive breasts 
that were now displaying “side cleavage” as they edged out of the loose-laced 
opening on either flank of the dress. 

“C'mon...” Steph urged, hurrying as fast as she was able towards the 
driveway of the farmhouse, struggling to remain upright under the new — 
and increasing - drag of her massive breasts. 

Awkwardly, her three friends followed, all four women pulling and 
struggling with their suddenly recalcitrant clothing as they hurried on 
towards hope of salvation. 
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“Look, buddy, it's not like | think you're a freak or anything - but | just 
don't get it,” Jack said, patiently. 

“But...” Greg said, gesturing at the screen of the computer. “Just look 
how big these girl's tits are. Don't you find them the least bit sexy?” 

Jim shrugged and sighed, wishing he’d never stumbled across the 
website. He and Greg had moved into the remote farmhouse to save money, 
and part of that had been in sharing a high-speed internet connection. Jim 
hadn't even been trying to snoop when he'd come across the link under 
“Favorites” that afternoon — he was just curious as to what the hell a site call 
“Bear Chive” was about. 

It hadn't taken Jim long to figure out that his brain’s distribution of 
the letters in the site name had been very, very wrong. There was absolutely 
nothing on the website that had to do with ursine forest dwellers or baked- 
potato toppings. 

It was just tits. Big, huge, phenomenally massive tits. 

“| still don't get it,” Jim repeated. “| mean, porn is for fantasizing 
about, thinking what you'd like, right?” 

“Yeah,” Greg agreed, readily. 

“Well, that’s my problem,” Jim said with a shrug. “Honestly — what do 
you think the chances of meeting any woman like the ‘real’ ones at this site — 
much less these ‘morphed’ ones? How can you fantasize about something 
you know is never going to happen?” 

“It could happen...!” Greg declared, indignantly. 

Jim sighed. 

“Greg...” he said, sadly but firmly, “| can guarantee you that incredibly 
busty women are never going to batter down your door, begging you to look 
at their huge breasts...” 

His declaimer was interrupted — by the sound of somebody smashing 
through their front door. 

This crashing sound was followed by the scrambling sound of high 
heels on hard-wood - and then four incredibly buxom women flooded into 
the room, desperation in their eyes. 

“You have to get our tops off!” the one in the lead demanded. Tall, 
slender and supple, she had long, luscious legs that disappeared under the 
hem of her “poofy” pink-and-white skirt - and a matching sleeveless sweater 
that strained mightily over the massive mounds that were contained within 
— or at least, partially. 


Huge and firm and round, the massive tits that thrust from her tall, 
platinum-blonde-topped figure were too much for the sweater trying to 
contain them. Crescents of breast-flesh showed under the lower-hem of the 
sweater, which now rode high and displayed her slim waist as it strove to 
hold back the creamy tide of her medicine-ball sized breasts. With her gloss- 
pink lips parted, her huge blue eyes wide, she was clutching at the massive 
curvature of her breast with a pleading look... 

..that was matched by the looks on the other three women’s faces. 
Women who were even more incredibly endowed than their platinum- 
blonde leader. 

The leggy, Italian goddess in the purple dress was next in line, her 
long, tight-woven-fishnet clad legs spread wide for balance against the drag 
of the massive, shimmying breasts that were all-but-bursting from the 
stretched neckline of the dress. 





“Cut my dress off!” she demanded, eagerly, her hands hauling 
downward on the short hem of the mid-thigh dress, now threatening to ride 


half-way up her wide hips under the pull the massive bust was putting on 
the fabric. 

“Set our tits free, please!” the shortest one gasped, urgently. Chestnut 
hair framing a decidedly “cute” face with full, cupid's-bow lips, her hazel eyes 
were pleading eloquently through the magnification of her glasses as she 
tugged on fabric indented a quarter-inch into beachball-sized breasts, bigger 
across in total measurement than her shoulders. The halter-ties shirt barely 
covered the huge and clearly erect nipples topping each breast, the masses of 
tit-flesh escaping from above and below the knot tied in the lower third of 
the chasm of delightful cleavage. 

The fourth woman said nothing at all as she leaned back against the 
wall, hands slipped through the slit sides of her dress to attempt, in vain, to 
reach the huge, thick nipples tipping each breast. Though, objectively, they 
were probably no more massive than the “bimbo”-blonde’s breasts, they 
were on a much slimmer and somewhat shorter frame — and so they 
projected much further outward, and she had proportionally shorter arms to 
try the impossible task of encompassing them. 

Gaping, Greg shook his head... then grabbed up a pair of scissors and, 
trembling, slowly approached the tall blonde in the lead, searching her face. 

“Yes, yes - cut my huge tits free!” she demanded. 

Greg turned and shot a victorious smile at Jim, who promptly turned 
his face to the ceiling and said: “| guarantee that no incredibly hot, leggy 
blonde is going to show up with a million dollars for me...” 

While Jim waited for lightening to strike twice, Greg oh-so-carefully 
slid the edge of the scissors into the dark canyon of “reverse cleavage” 
exposed at the bottom of the sweater, and carefully snipped... and the tiny 
breach in the structural integrity of the knit was all it took, the tremendous 
pressure on the yarn doing the rest as it unraveled straight up the center of 
the sweater in a quick burst of noise. 

“Oh, yeeesss...” the blonde whispered huskily, closing her eyes and 
raising her hands to gently massage the jiggling spheres of breast-flesh. 
“That feels so good...” 

“Me next, me next,” the voluptuous Italian said next, and Greg spent 
a busy few seconds cupping and snipping. Huge, creamy globes of tit-flesh 
burst free into the cool air. Huge, engorged nipples jounced and jiggled atop 
their heavenly bearers. Slender, feminine hands massaged tautly soft breast 
flesh everywhere Greg cared to look... 


Greg could have died a happy man in that instant — and an instant 
later, wished he had. 

“What the...” the bespectacled woman gasped, suddenly trying to 
cover her immense chest — a patently impossible task. “What the hell are you 
staring at, buster?” 

“Us!” the voluptuous, leggy, raven-haired woman declared, 
indignantly. “Look!” 

All four women’s eyes regarded the monitor of the computer - where 
photos of women with bust-lines not dissimilar from their own were shown. 
Now thoroughly confused - and not in the good way, as he'd been seconds 
before - Greg found himself rounded upon by the ditzy-looking blonde, who 
shoved a finger into his chest even as he was gaping at hers. 

“m up here, chubby,” she said, hotly, and Greg - who was only a 
couple pounds overweight, he told himself - obediently, if regretfully, raised 
his eyes — but, to his surprise, the view was also quite nice up there, what 
with her lovely features. 

Now — if only they weren't sheathed in an expression of loathing... 
“Assholes like you might only see my tits, but | have a brain, too. More than a 
one like some sort of perverted sicko like you has, I’m sure,” she snorted, 
having found a target for all the mixed-up emotions flooding her, and 
promptly converting them into an anger that was easily vented in a much- 
practiced form. “| bet you don't even know the difference between the Bohr 
Theory and Boyle’s Law, you hormonal Neanderthal.” 

Blinking, Greg reflectively answered in a numb voice: “Bohr’s theory, 
put forth in 1913, describes the atom, while Boyle’s Law states that the 
volume of a gas, times its pressure, is constant at a fixed temperature.” 

Stephanie blinked, never actually having had a man meet her 
challenge — and be right. 

“Well, if you’re so smart...” Natasha said, jumping to the defense of 
her friend without any thought at all, “... then... who won, uh.. Best Director 
in, um... 1991? Huh, hot-shot?” 

Greg blinked again, then with a little more liveliness in his voice, said: 
“Jonathan Demme for ‘Silence of the Lambs.’ It was a clean sweep for the 
movie, sine Anthony Hopkins and Jodie Foster won best actor and best 
actress, respectively.” 

“Is he right?” Jennifer asked Tasha, sotto voce. 

“Yeah, he is...” Tasha agreed, blankly. 
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“Okay —so you're a whiz at ‘Trivial Pursuit,” Jennifer said, trying to 
bolster her companions’ egos. “A good memory, fine — but can you think 
logically?” 

“|... like to think so,” Greg said, thoughtfully. 

“Well, then...” Jen said, smiling wickedly, “Why don’t we have a nice 
little discussion on the origin and causes of the Second World War. Where 
would you like to start? With Japan’s supposedly ‘unprovoked’ response to 
heavy-handed American politics by attacking Pearl Harbor in 1941?” 

She waited for him to walk into the trap that so many men before 
him had walked into — but he merely shook his head and avoided it. “Oh, it 
didn't start in ’41,” Greg said, with a shrug. “While that’s when America got 
involved, most people date the war from September, 1939, when Hitler 
invaded Poland...” Ceding that he’d avoided the trap, Jen opened her mouth... 
but Greg rolled on, “...although, personally, ’d put the ‘start date’ of World 
War Two in 1937, when Japan kicked off an invasion of China, and Germany 
went to war supporting Franco in Spain, the first ‘opening volleys’ of Japan 
and Germany.” 

Jen’s mouth hung open for a second, as she hastily re-arranged her 
thoughts, then she began to counter his claim... 

..but was cut-off, by Karen. “It’s obvious you're an intelligent young 
man,” she said, softly. “And you were willing to immediately grant that we 
are intelligent women, much more than mindless, living examples of your 
desires. So, tell me, why on earth would you find such unbelievably huge 
breasts “sexy?” 

Greg hesitated, frowning slightly as he tried to pick up the very 
discussion he had just been beginning with the roommate who now stood to 
one side, open mouthed, wondering if this whole thing was some sort of 
divine intervention to provide a definitive answer to their argument. 

“Well...” Greg said, slowly, “first of all, breasts are definably ‘feminine,’ 
a visible and definitive symbol of your gender.” 

“Go on,” Karen prompted, gently, drawing closer. 

“It’s also an ‘alterable’ one,,” Greg said, glancing down and to the side 
with a thoughtful look. “Choice of clothing can emphasize them, and 
implants can enlarge them, all of which is a... a ‘statement’ a woman can 
make about her own perceived sexuality - much like wearing high heels and 
make-up. But with breast enlargement it’s a much more emphatic and 
permanent statement...” 


“So you're saying that the larger the breasts a woman has, the more it 
excites you?” Karen asked, still closing the distance. 

“Well, yes...” Greg admitted. “At least, if that’s the woman’s intention, 
as | thought it was when you four gorgeous, buxom women came bursting in 
here and, forgive me for saying so, literally begging me to take your clothes 
off.” 

“| see,” Karen said, standing right in front of him. “So, we were 
incredibly arousing when you thought that we wanted to be arousing - but, 
once you realized that we weren't meaning to entice you...” 

Pointedly, Karen looked own, and the other three women followed her 
gaze... to find no noticeable bulge in his pants. 

“Instead,” Karen said, softly, “you quickly, willingly — and with obvious 
interest - managed to hold intelligent conversations with women who, 
seconds before, had ‘seemed’ your ultimate fantasies brought to life.” 

“Well, yeah, | quess so,” Greg said, more than a little confused by this 
line of questioning. 

“So, what we have here is an intelligent young man, capable of 
dealing with us as intelligent women, and yet still able to be aroused by us, if 
we wanted him to be...” Karen said, aiming her comment at Greg, but talking 
to the other three girls. “While we are four, currently huge-breasted women 
whom even the most radical and sadistic breast-reduction surgery wouldn't 
help much, and would leave scars. It seems to me that we need a kind, 
helpful and intelligent friend to assist us in twin tasks. One, managing for 
however long we might have these huge breasts. And two, helping us look 
for a non-surgical way to reduce these breasts to a more manageable size, if 
possible.” 

The other three women blinked — and it was Jennifer’s quick mind 
that came up with the “clincher” on Karen’s train of thought, “And if it 
should just so happen that the very helpful young man didn't only happen to 
not think us freaks, but actually found us extremely attractive... well, that 
would only be a bonus, wouldn't it?” 

“especially if, perhaps, he might be able to teach us how to enjoy our 
massive new breasts while we have them, if even a little,” Tasha said, 
thoughtfully, eyeing the slightly pudgy, bearded young man. 

“Yes,” Karen said, slowly. “That might be nice. | mean, we're not 
talking about sex here, certainly not this soon in a relationship — but...” 





turning her full attention back to Greg, she smiled, “I’m Karen, and my 
friends are Natasha, Jennifer, and Stephanie — and you are?” 

“Uh, Greg...” the portly young man said, nodding at each of the 
women that Karen had pointed to while naming them. 

“Well, Greg, we know why a man might find a huge-breasted woman 
sexy, she said, smiling. “Would you care to demonstrate to me how / might 
find these freakishly huge tits enjoyable?” 

“Uh... if you're sure you'd like me to try,” Greg stammered. 

“Oh - I'm sure,” Karen agreed. 

Hands trembling slightly, Greg reached up and gently began to 
massage the masses of breast-flesh that over-flowed his eager hands, letting 
out a soft sigh. 

With Karen neither offering encouragement nor remonstration, his 
grasp became less tentative, and he gave himself over to a long-held fantasy. 
As his hands began to roam more freely over the massive expanse of her 
phenomenal breasts, his lips sought out and found first one, then the other 
nipple, teasing them with randomly alternated sucking, kissing and licking. 

“Oh, that’s nice...” Karen cooed in enjoyment, finding that there was 
simply more sensitive tissue to have pleasure brought to than had ever been 
the case before. She let her hands rest of Greg’s shoulders as she pressed her 
breasts more firmly into his face. “You're not hurting me, Greg, and I’m not 
upset — so go ahead, really put your back into it...” 

Greg took the unsubtle “hint.” Rather than tentative fondling, his grip 
became firmer, kneading the flesh in a firm-yet-gentle massage while he 
added a light, teasing bite to his repertoire. 








Watching open mouthed as Karen pulled off Greg’s shirt and enjoyed 
the sensation of dragging her huge, swollen nipples up and down over his 
chest, each woman was surprised to find themselves jealous over how much 
Karen was obviously enjoying her new endowments. 

“Well,” Jen said, slowly, “if we're stuck with them - at least for a while, 
| mean -then we might as well enjoy them... right?” 

With that, the compact young woman went over, and, hesitantly at 
first but with an increasingly blissful expression on her face, began dragging 
her own massive tits up and down Greg's bare back, occasionally leaning 
forward to press them hard against that warm surface. 

Sharing a look, Steph and Tash hurried over, flanking Karen and each 
claming a hand for her own immense breast, while the opposing one pressed 
firmly into Karen's side, a pleasure in its own right. 


* k * 


Standing a few paces away, open mouthed, Jim watched as his friend 
blissfully buried himself in the rising tide of breast flesh. 

Slowly raising his face to the ceiling, he began to speak in a rhythmic 
monotone, banging one clenched fist against his thigh: “It’s not fair, it’s not 
fair, it’s not fair...” 


* k * 


“10-4, base - standing by...” 

Racking the microphone, Officer Jamel looked out the windshield, the 
scattering of barrels and the wrecked, abandoned car lit by the light of the 
road flares just laid out around it. Having radioed it all in after finding it on 
routine patrol, Jamel was just waiting for the report on the car’s registration 
and the arrival of a Haz-Mat team to clean up the barrels - while fervently 
hoping that it wasn’t anything that actually required the Hazardous 
Materials team’s presence. 

More than just a tad worried about that, Officer Linda Jamel 
absently reached up and began idly tugging at the blue surge material 
that covered her oddly constricted and modest bust-line... 


THE END 


